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the cardboard jars and the sliced veal loaf and the fruit
salad and chocolate cake. Lena ate very quickly and left
things and started again on them and pushed them aside
and altogether dined in a delightfully fussy extravagant
fashion that was quite new to Turgis, who was used
to seeing people walk through a meal at a good round
pace.
When she had finished eating, Lena lit a cigarette and
then darted to the large gramophone in the corner.
Having wound it up, she could not find the record she
wanted (there seemed to be records all up and down the
room), and he had to help her, when she had told him
half the name and tried to whistle a bit of it at him. At
last they found it, and the gramophone came gloriously
to life, filling the room with the lilt and throb of this
fashionable tune.
"Can you dance?" she asked him, gliding and twirling
to the music.
"Not much/' he mumbled, ashamed of himself.
"Well, let's see. Shove that rug back, there. That's
enough. Now then." And she came up to him. "Not
that way. Like this. That's it. Go on, you can hold me
tighter than that."
He could, and he did. If they had been standing still,
it would have been a rapturous moment, but though he
was delightedly conscious of the body against one arm
and of the hand that gripped his, he had to try and dance,
and he was very awkward.
"You're ghastly," she told him, with lips that were not
four inches from his, "but you'll improve. I've known
worse. You've got some idea of the rhythm, and some
men never even get that. Now—left—right—left—that's
better. Only you're so stiff—put some pep into it—oh.

